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have that ‘cause that’s what matters. Am I right?
 Yep. I feel this way at times. Other times I feel like I’m suffocating.  
The air won’t reach my lungs. When I try to breathe nothing happens. I’m 
gasping	for	no	reason.	I’m	that	flailing	fish,	confused	why	I	can’t	seem	to	
breathe	anymore	-	only	the	obvious	answer	for	the	fish	is	it	is	out	of 	water.
Breathing trouble? Didn’t I tell you? It’s a tiny side effect for the armor’s 
protection. I don’t get why either. The chest plate will suddenly collapse from 
time to time, crushing those precious lungs. It pops out after a few minutes. 
So wait it out. You’re good at waiting.
 These “episodes” are rare, but painful. Where one pain leads to 
nothingness, the same pain can go an entirely different direction - anger.
Not everything is your fault, entirely. Those uncaring folks, you know - 
parents, friends, acquaintances - everyone else can be so darn annoying.
Irritating even. You, my pal, are better off  alone. Agree?
 Sure. Why is there a pop bottle in the trash when it should be 
recycled?	Are	they	that	lazy	and	inconsiderate?	It’s	not	that	hard	to	find	a	
recycling bin it really isn’t. I want to, to…
 Hurt them. Give’em pain. Oh, don’t stop, you’re cooking now. Go 
get’em!	This	is	a	crime	or	it	should	be.	Punish	them!	And	remember,	you’re	
still	to	blame.	Yeah!	Yeah?	Maybe	I’m	overacting.	Aren’t	I?	Sorry.	I	try	to	stay	
rational, calm. I can’t help listening to him. He is always there. Might seem 
like he goes away at times, but he comes right back. A false hope.
	 Whoa.	Whoa!	Look	here,	stupid.	I	knock,	and	you	keep	opening	the	
door, inviting me in. This is all you. I do all this talking. No, wait, you do all 
this talking. Hold on. I’m speaking what you are thinking but my words are 
actually your thoughts and. Wait. Who is talking here? Me? You? It doesn’t 
matter. Bottom line is Your Life Sucks.
 I think this a lot. I know it isn’t true but it’s what I think. This is the 
side that wins out. Depression is negative thoughts clouding and consuming 
the mind. Controlling the emotions one feels. I try ignoring my dark 
thoughts, but they are persistent. I try to make it another person. I tell myself  
there is no way I would think that. It has to be this guy, this unwelcomed 
guest, who is saying all these bad things about me. Sometimes it really does 
feel like a whole different person is talking down to me. My thoughts being 
such a muddled mess I wonder-
 Who is talking?
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